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foundered only a short distance from us In the gale,
and we drifted all day and till early in the morning
of the day following, when we managed to make
the port of Cerigo, during which time we could
neither eat a meal nor even get a cup of coffee.
Paget made a capital sailor, and, though the old
Maltese captain of former days was dead, his two
sons, lads then, were dexterous sailors in the rough-
and-ready, rule-of-thumb manner of the Levantine
boatman, knowing nothing of navigation and little
more of geography than Ulysses himself. We had
no charts, and only a very primitive compass, but
we all had the antique love of adventure and indif-
ference to danger. Leaving Cerigotto, an island
out of the line of traditional or historic interest, but%
curious for its fine and extensive Pelasgic remains,
we laid our course for Crete, starting with the
breeze that at nightfall generally blows towards the
land, which was visible from where we took our
departure, and counted on being at Canea with the
morning.

But the JEgean is a tricky sea, and furnishes
many surprises, as St. Paul knew, and, when not
more than ten miles from the shelter of the Cretan
coast, it came on to blow from the southwest with
such violence that we were unable to beat up to the
shelter of the Cretan highlands, and under a mere
rag of canvas had to run before the wind, wherever
it might drive us. I was the only one on board
who knew anything of the Archipelago, and I had
to decide the course, which it was possible to vary Greek brigin walk, politicsd, nod-
